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THE UNNATURAL BLONDE 
Chapter Three: Conflict 


With a soft, almost feline purr of contentment, Cheri let her eyes 
slowly flutter open, stretching languidly as she slowly and pleasantly 
transitioned toward full wakefulness. 

Where's Mark... ? 

The thought flitted hazily across her slowly forming consciousness, 
anearly random query as her stretching arms failed to meet the warm flesh 
she’d begun to get used to feeling in the bed beside her upon waking. 

Then, as if emerging from the drowsy mists of sleep, her sense of 
place and self slowly resolved, allowing her to fit memory to the moment. 
Her full lips, habitually carrying a small smile, now spread wider in an 
open, engaging grin as she let her head roll to the side, blue eyes dancing 
with delight as she took in the sight that awaited her. 

Flowers. 

Roses, to be exact—but not the familiar, long-stemmed, deep-red 
roses so well known from movies and television as the “perfect” flower 
for romance. No, these were a pale pink variety of rose, so pale that the 
pink-tipped petals faded nearly to white above the stem... 

... and there wasn’t just one such rose, nor even merely one dozen 
roses, but dozens and dozens—a total of seventy-two elegantly fragile 
blooms in all, the individually mild scent combining to form a heady 
perfume that filled the room. 

Seventy-two pink roses. One for each and every hour Mark 
expected to be away on the business trip he’d left for late last night. 

It was exactly such long-denied romantic instincts as much as a 
chemically induced contraction of the facial muscles that kept a permanent 
smile on Cheri’s lips for the past two weeks. 

That smile graced her lips now as she eased herself up in the bed, 
sliding her elbows back along the white silk sheet to provide the leverage 
necessary to move herself into a sitting position. Almost without thinking 
about it, she was careful to make each movement gracefully smooth— 
something necessitated by having breasts roughly the size of inflatable 
beach balls, but with considerably more mass, and thus potential 
momentum, than any air-filled novelty item. 

Cheri’s massively enlarged bust line was but two weeks old—new 
enough for her to still be constantly “reminded” of her new figure at nearly 
every turn but long enough for her to have begun to develop some habits 
in dealing with them. She no longer had to carefully and consciously 
consider her actions as she swiveled on her pert derriére and swung her 
shapely legs over the edge of the bed—but she was very consciously aware 
of how every careful movement nevertheless caused her massive new 
breasts to sway and jiggle. Holding her back nearly perfectly perpendicular 








to the bed, she let her slender, high-arched feet sweep lightly back and forth until her 
toes found the pair of silver-trimmed white “mules” by the edge of the bed. With a 
dexterity that grew from repetition she herded the shoes into position with her toes, 
then slid her feet into the backless shoes. 

Pushing forward with her arms, she half-slid off the bed, letting her knees 
bend as she “dipped” forward. She continued this “controlled fall” until her decidedly 
top-heavy center of gravity was positioned over the six-inch heels of her shoes, then 
quickly tensed the muscles in her legs, pistoning herself straight upward until she rose 
to her full height. 

Relieved of her emotional baggage by the “breakdown” she’d suffered, Cheri 
wasn’t afflicted by the unthinking horror and disgust in regards to her new breasts that 
she would otherwise have felt. Instead of prejudging her new figure on old, perhaps 
illogical criteria, Cheri had spent the past two weeks viewing her new condition almost 
objectively, able to see both the positive and negative aspects of possessing such a 
stupendously imposing bust line. 

While there were several “upsides” to her new gifts of pulchritude, one of the 
more annoying downsides was the decided inadvisability of leaning forward. While 
certainly not impossible for her to do, the action was one which came with a high price 
in terms of the effort it took her back muscles to pull her upright once more. 

Of course, even when avoiding anything like leaning forward, her back muscles 
still had to work much harder than before—which was why, after carefully balancing 
herself atop the flared heels of her shoes, she walked over to the small stand in the 
corner. Though ostensibly a coatrack, the oak stand wasn’t being used to hold coats, 
but rather a selection of a considerably different article of clothing. 

Tapping one carefully trimmed fingernail against her full, smiling lips, Cheri 
considered her options—then, as Mark was away and not around to “appreciate” her 
choice, she finally settled on the most utilitarian garment on the rack. 

Her smile turned slightly wry as she lifted the sturdily constructed canvas and 
leather garment from the brass hook upon which it had rested. When Mark had first 
suggested this aid to her aching back muscles, she’d been more than slightly startled— 
but, as it turned out, it was quite effective, even if it still occasionally struck her as a bit 
... well, “archaic.” 

Old-fashioned as the concept might have been, the application had been brought 
forward into the modern era. Instead of having to hire a professional dresser or lady’s 
maid to assist her, Cheri merely had to walk over to an odd-looking machine near the 
wall. Standing on the indicated mark in front of the machine, she turned her back on 
the device and slipped the heavily boned white corset in place around her waist. Holding 
it in place with her left hand, she reached over with her right and put a finger over the 
button that would initiate the automatic corset lacer... 

... then, after a second’s consideration, she reached over and twisted a small 
knurled knob, the extruded arrow on the side “clicking” one setting, from “22” to 
la 

Having set the device to actually put a half-inch worth of “compression” on 
the corset, Cheri triggered the lacer into action, then waited patiently while it did its 





job. Four minutes and some few seconds later, the lacer clacked to a stop, having 
secured the corset in place around her now half-inch trimmer waist. 

Having decided on the “bland” look, Cheri stepped into a pair of plain white 
cotton panties, then fetched a matching custom-made bra from the dresser. A massive, 
sturdily made garment, the custom-fitted bra was back closing, which required quite a 
bit of effort to get on—but it was far preferable to a front closure as her massive 
breasts made reaching the front of them an exercise in arm contortion. 

The final piece of clothing was a filmy white lace and chiffon long gown with 
an empire waist—which is to say, it tied not just above her hips, but just below her 
massive brassiere. It was the only style she’d found that didn’t produce a tent-like 
effect of excess material jutting from the overhang of her enormous breasts. 

So, suitably attired for a quiet day at home, Cheri quickly ran her fingers 
through her platinum blonde mane, then wiggled-and-swayed her way out of the 
bedroom and down the short hall leading to the combined living area... 

... and stopped dead, already-wide eyes seeming to grow to the size of saucers 
as she staring in a mixture of confusion and fear at the black-clad figure seated at the 
kitchen table, calmly sipping a mug of coffee. 

At first glance the intruder might have almost been mistaken for a man. It 
wasn’t necessarily—or even primarily—because of the broad-shouldered build of six 
feet, six inches’ worth of densely packed muscles, or even the hard-chiseled facial 
features. Indeed, that first, almost overwhelming sense of masculinity came from a 
sense of animal domination the dark-skinned woman practically radiated—a sense of 
coiled power under total, iron control that was usually reserved solely for the “alpha 
male.” 

Only once the viewer managed to get past the masculine aura of power and 
dominance could they begin to take in the details that defined the person being seen as 
being of the feminine gender. 

Though broad of shoulder, the woman was also broad of hip, making the 
otherwise average waist look practically downright tiny in comparison. The C-cup 
endowments lurking under the worn, black, cotton work shirt seemed smaller than 
they really were because of the breadth of her shoulders and the bulk of her muscles, 
but the well-muscled legs in the tight-fitting black jeans were long and limber, and the 
feet in the black cowboy boots of a feminine scale matched hands that, through strong, 
were definitely feminine. 

Though the long, gleaming black hair in a tight braid and the starkly carved 
features came from Cherokee ancestry, the full lips and even fuller fundament the 
woman boasted were from her considerably more predominant African ancestry—as 
was the color of her skin, so dark black as to be nearly the shade of coal. Her gleaming 
dark skin was the color of the unadulterated coffee in the mug in her left hand... 

... or the matte black finish of the automatic pistol held rock-steady in her 
right. 





“Morning, Cheryl,” Jacquelyn Two-Horse said, her whiskey-and- 
cigarette-roughened voice making it seem nearly a growl. Nevertheless, 
the words were considerably less threatening than the 9mm Glock pistol 
aimed unerringly at Cheri’s heart. 

“Jeez, Jack...” Cheri said, letting out some pent-in air in a rush as 
her heart slowed to merely twice its usual rhythm. “What’s with the gun?” 

The ebon-skinned woman (who, since age ten, had been striking 
people more as a “Jack” than a “Jacquelyn”) raised one eyebrow and, in 
perfect mimicry of tone, threw a return question back: “Jeez, Cheryl... 
what’s with the tits?” 

Before she could catch herself, Cheri looked down at the massive, 
bra-encased orbs obscuring her view of her own feet, a faint flush suffusing 
her creamy new complexion. 

She’d had two weeks of experience with the situation, but she still 
hadn’t come up with a good answer for that oh-so-obvious question. 
Especially considering the fact that it was one of those rare situations where 
almost any lie she cared to come up with (no matter how shameful lying 
might now make her feel) was certainly more inherently believable than 
the straight and honest truth. 

Over the past few weeks, she’d slowly been closing down many of 
her business affairs. Not all of them, but a good portion—the “shady” deals 
and affairs in which, with her new outlook, she found herself somewhat 
ashamed to be involved. Though her memories were continuous, her 
emotional responses to thoughts had radically changed since “The Incident” 

. . and quite frankly, she was much more content and self-satisfied as 
“Cheri” than she ever had been as “Cheryl.” Nevertheless, emotional 
baggage set aside or not, there was a certain hesitancy and sense of 
embarrassment whenever she had to deal with somebody who’d known 
her from before. The sources of those emotions were evenly split between 
shame over the type of woman she’d once been and discomfort over dealing 
with people who, understandably, thought they were interacting with a 
huge-breasted Cheryl. 

In other words, nobody would believe the real reasons Cheri had 
for at least accepting her new figure “without prejudice” . . . but, quite 
often, the people who’d known her before had views as to why Cheryl 
might now be so tiber-buxom. 

Case in point.... 

“Let's not play around, Cheryl,” Jack said, barely waiting for the 
hesitant blonde to reply to the rhetorical question. “I know you too damned 
well. Cheryl Latham doesn’t do anything without first answering the 
question “what's in it for me?’—and if whatever’s in this for you is worth 


grotesquely disfiguring your body, it’s got to be something big. Damned 
big.” 

Jack Two-Horse did know Cheryl Latham that well. A woman of 
many talents, not the least of which was simple physical intimidation, Jack 
had been quite useful in many of Cheryl’s less savory schemes . . . a “hired 
gun,” so to speak. Her view of motivations was dead on for the woman 
Cheri had once been, if no longer applicable for the new woman she’d 
become. 

Unfortunately, Cheri knew Jack just as well—and knew with a 
sickening sense of certainty that there’d be no way to convince the woman 
otherwise. As she’d remarked on more than one occasion, Cheri considered 
Jack the type of woman who “might often be wrong, but never uncertain.” 

“Look, Jack—it’s not what you think... .” Cheri protested, feeling 
hopeless to convince the dark-skinned woman of anything, but needing to 
try. 

“Cut the shit,” Jack interrupted, nearly snarling. “Sure, your 
boyfriend said there was nothing going on, but, hey—that’s what you’d 
expect, “specially if he’s the mark rather than a partner, though he doesn’t 
seem to have the kind of money that’d make this job worthwhile. Well, 
whatever he is to you, if you want him back in one piece, you’d damned 
well better start talking.” 

It took a second to register. . . . 

“Yeah, I picked him up ‘bout ten minutes after he pulled out of 
here last night.” Jack sneered as she watched Cheri pale further. “So far, I 
ain’t hurt him. Just pumped a little sodium pentathol into him, as much as 
to keep him compliant as to ask questions. Even before I took him, I figured 
he didn’t know anything—whenever you had me do a job for you, you 
never gave me the details of what you were up to, just instructions about 
what I needed to do. I asked him several times what scam you were running, 
and he denied you were running anything at all, so just like I figured, he 
don’t know nothing . . . so I came to get the answers from the person who 
does know what’s going on.” 

In a state of shock Cheri realized that it had never occurred to Jack 
to ask Mark either how or why Cheryl was now so blonde and buxom. 
Answered under the so-called truth serum, Jack might actually have believed 
the truth . . . but, certain she already had those answers, she’d never bothered 
to ask the questions that might have dispelled her mistaken assumptions. . 


The dazed sense of shock seemed to melt away under a roaring 
rush of heat that her pounding heart sent surging through her veins. A 
thunderous tympani beat in Cheryl’s ears as the realization that Mark was 
in real, physical danger finally registered fully, all the more so because the 








truth was that Cheryl couldn’t give Jack the fictitious “score” she was 
demanding in return for Mark’s safe return. 

Since “The Incident,” Cheri had gone through several separate 
stages and modes of thought. For the past two weeks she’ d been repudiating 
the woman she’d once been, ashamed of the callous and downright harsh 
viewpoint of life she’d held. For two weeks, as Cheri, she’d dedicated herself 
to a softer, kinder approach to the world. She’d given up her pursuit of 
wealth and power by any means in favor of the pursuit of happiness, given 
and taken... 

. . . and now, in a split second’s time at the cusp of a momentous 
moment, she realized that the past two weeks’ worth of viewpoints had 
been as badly skewed as the opposite, yet equally polarized view she’d 
held for most of her life. 

In that instant of insight she realized that there was no one, set-in- 
stone outlook on life that would be appropriate for all situations, that the 
darker sides of human nature were there for a reason—or rather, that the 
parts of the mind and human emotion that could be turned to a dark purpose 
could also be used to support a good one. 

In the instant of that epiphany, all of the woman she’d once been 
and all of the woman she’d willed herself to become came together, met 
each other at the point that had so sharply divided her—and merged. 

She was both Cheri and Cheryl—and while the thoughts and 
emotions of Cheri were what defined her motivations and goals, she quite 
willingly summoned up the ghost of Cheryl for means and ways. 

All of this happened in a split second—a second during which her 
somewhat frozen features served her well for the vague smile and big, 
apparently guileless eyes showed nothing of what went through her mind 
in that instant, gave Jack no clue as to how quickly, radically, and 
emphatically the situation had changed. 

The Bitch was back... 

... but in the service of love. 

Jack, not knowing, had planned and schemed to overcome the 
Cheryl Latham she knew, the one motivated by power and money—and 
she had no clue that she now faced a woman with all that sly cunning and 
devious determination, but driven by a far more powerful motivation that 
transcended the old boundaries that had separated “acceptable” risk from 
“unacceptable.” 

“Hurt him, and the payoff will never happen,” Cheri said firmly, 
her mind working faster and with more clarity than ever before. “Mark’s 
the key to this whole scam—and you're right, he doesn’t suspect any of it. 
As it is, just asking him about the scam I’m running might be enough to 
queer the whole deal... it all depends on just how firmly he believes the 


“dumb blonde bimbo’ persona I went to such lengths to create. If you fucked 
up all the work I put into becoming ‘Cheri’ .. .” 

She trailed off, making her breathy voice sound as threatening as 
possible . . . and she purposefully let Jack hear “if you screw this up...” 
even as she really meant “if you hurt Mark... .” 

Reassured at hearing such “Cheryl-ish” words coming from this 
huge-breasted, platinum blonde caricature, Jack let the gun dip slightly, 
her whole body relaxing. Just as she’d intended to do, Cheri had given 
Jack the feeling that her plan was working perfectly and that in abducting 
Mark, she’d stolen the key to whatever fabulous payoff must be involved 
in order to make Cheryl willing to “disfigure” herself so radically. The 
Chery] that Jack thought she was dealing with would only care about pulling 
off the con, so as long as Jack felt she had the necessary key to succeed, 
she figured Cheryl would “play along.” 

Even as she twisted her permanent smile into something closely 
resembling a sneer, Cheri blessed the fact that Jack didn’t know who she 
was really up against . . . or what she was willing to do in order to get Mark 
back safely. 

“So—what’s the score?” Jack asked. 

Expecting the question, Cheri faked stifling a yawn. 

“Look, you know damned well I just fuckin’ rolled out of bed,” 
Cheryl said. “Lemme get a cup of coffee, and I’ll explain.” 

“Sure, sure . . .” Jack said airily, gesturing negligently with the 
gun toward the nearby coffeepot. 

Nodding, Cheri walked over to the cupboard, fetched a mug, then 
made her way over to the coffee maker to pour herself a cup. As she did 
this, Jack continued watching her, the gun now only pointed vaguely in 
Cheri’s direction. Between her considerably more physically powerful build 
and the fact that she held what she believed to be the key to Cheryl’s scam 
at some undisclosed location, the ebon-skinned woman was feeling steadily 
more confident by the moment, sure she had the upper hand and that the 
Cheryl she knew wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize the scam she’d gone 
to such great lengths to instigate. 

She might have been right—but the huge-breasted blonde she was 
dealing with wasn’t the Cheryl she knew. 

“Want a refill?” Cheri asked casually, starting to turn toward Jack, 
coffeepot in hand. 

“Sure, sounds ...” Jack started to reply—and though it was a only 
a matter of scant seconds, it registered much too late that Cheri’s familiar 
and causal-looking gesture was becoming something else as Cheri continued 
not only extending the coffeepot, but increasing the speed and ferocity of 
the swiveling turn. 





The gun started to come up—but it was much too slow, going from a “standing 
start” to catch up with the already-in-motion coffeepot now hurtling through the air at 
the end of Cheri’s fully extended arm. 

With a dull “thud” the tough Pyrex container, given added weight and 
momentum by the dark liquid that sloshed noisily within, caught Jack right at the back 
of the head. 

A second later, a much louder “thud” sounded as Jack’s muscular body tumbled 
bonelessly to the floor, out cold. 


Not knowing how much time she had until Jack came to, Cheri knew she’d 
have to work fast. 

The plan, at least in the broad outline, was already firmly in her mind, having 
sprung fully formed from the feverish thoughts that had come in the strange clarity 
following the integration of all the facets of her personality. 

She didn’t bother wasting time tying Jack up—if Jack came to before Cheri 
was ready for her, then her plan would be useless anyway. Instead, Cheri hurried over 
to the stove and quickly turned the two front burners to high. 

Pushing open the door leading out of the kitchen toward the garage/workshop, 
she stepped off the paving-stone path, hurrying around the back of the outbuilding. 
Grabbing a battered metal bucket that was sitting on the ground behind the garage, she 
hurried as fast as she could across the lawn, cursing the difficulty of navigating the 
uneven ground in such high, slender heels. 

Mark had come out and re-covered the old well to prevent anybody else from 
falling into it, and Cheri gritted her teeth and mentally cursed the time it took to carefully 
lower herself to her knees beside the well, not wanting to take the risk of simply bending 
over. Placing both hands on the side of the worn and splintery wood, she heaved and 
shoved in short, sharp bursts of energy, grunting with the strain as she moved the cover 
a few inches each time. Once the opening was large enough, she quickly dipped the 
bucket into the well, filling it nearly to the brim with the dark, acerbic-smelling liquid 
that had begun the whole thing in the first place. 

Her trip back to the kitchen seemed to take forever as she walked oh-so-very- 
carefully, making sure that the little amount of fluid sloshing over the rim of the bucket 
wouldn’t land on her. 

Once back in the kitchen, she placed the bucket on the counter, then risked 
bending over to fetch the two largest pots from one of the lower cabinets. Using the 
leverage of the cabinet itself to help pull herself back up from the little-used position, 
she filled each of the gleaming stainless steel pots to within an inch of the lip, then 
very carefully placed one pot on each of the now cherry-red burners. 

As the chemical concoction in each pot began to heat, she hurried off to gather 
the few other items she’d need for her plan. Most of them she gathered from the bedroom, 
leaving drawers hanging open and clothing carelessly scattered as she rushed to get 
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everything done in the unknown time frame she had to work within. The last couple of 
items were in scattered locations about the house and garage, and the only reason she 
didn’t mentally curse the time “wasted” teetering from one location to another atop her 
high heels was the fact that she had to wait until the chemical compound she was 
“cooking” was ready anyway. 

As it was, she dimply sat at the kitchen table for nearly ten minutes after 
gathering up her supplies. Nose wrinkled at the horrific smell rising from the bubbling 
pots, little dispersed by all the windows she’d opened during the circuit of the house, 
Cheri kept one eye on Jack’s limp form—and one hand on the gun she’d taken from 
the larger woman’s limp hand. 

If she killed Jack, she’d never know where Mark was stashed, undoubtedly 
tied up and helpless to escape on his own. Come what may, she had to keep Jack alive 
in order to find Mark . . . but Jack couldn’t know that for a certainty, not yet, and so the 
threat of the gun was the best backup plan Cheri could come up with should the muscular 
black woman wake too soon. 

As it happened, though, the woman remained limp and unresponsive until the 
chemical was not only sufficiently cooked, but had been cooled by immersing the now 
barely one-third full pots in cold water in the sink. 

After “rendering down” the original chemical, what was left in each pot was 
no longer a liquid, but a considerably thicker, more concentrated form of the chemical. 
The larger pot, having contained more but been on the same heat for the same time, 
was a thick, gel-like substance, while the smaller pot held an even more concentrated 
form that was almost doughy. 

Grabbing a pair of bright-yellow rubber gloves, Cheri pulled them on, the 
scalloped edges coming most of the way up her forearms. Properly protected, she also 
grabbed a pair of basting brushes, one an inch and a half wide, the other only three- 
quarters of an inch in width. Placing the two pots on the ground within easy reach, she 
placed the wider brush in the larger pot and the narrower in the smaller. 

Taking the goo-coated wide brush in hand, Cheri began to “paint” Jack’s toned 
body, starting at the feet. Working quickly but carefully, she applied a thin, even coat 
of the gel-like chemical concentrate, making sure not to miss any spots, until she’d 
gotten up to Jack’s ankles, her now-coated feet dangling clear of the floor thanks to the 
block of 6 x 6 wood Cheri had propped under her calves. 

Dropping the brush into the pot, Cheri picked up one of the articles of clothing 
she’d gotten from her room. 

It was a dark-red spandex cat suit that not only went right out to each wrist and 
high on the neck to just under the jaw, but included “socks” so that it covered the feet 
completely. Balling up the bulk of the suit and pulling it back, she very carefully fitted 
Jack’s feet into those socks, careful not to smear or clump the thin layer of goop now 
sandwiched between skin and spandex. 





Working methodically, Cheri slowly worked her way up Jack’s 
body, repeating the process of “painting” a portion of her, then carefully 
pulling the suit up to cover the coated portion. The only break in this pattern 
occurred when she switched the wider brush and thinner compound for the 
thicker compound applied by the narrower brush. 

The pasty, almost dough-like version of the chemical was applied 
very judiciously to vaginal lips and clitoris and again to each nipple. Other 
than that, from the neck down and out to the wrists, Jack’s body was carefully 
covered in the gel-like version of the chemical, then covered in the tight- 
fighting, blood-red fabric. 

By this point, Cheri’s own heart seemed a constant drum roll, and 
her lungs were so tight it was difficult to breath, with every nerve in her 
body drawn bowstring tight. She was so very close to the “point of no 
return,” only minutes away from being sure Jack couldn’t stop her anymore, 
even if she woke . . . and so close to this point of safety and assurance that 
the plan would work, the possibility that Jack might wake was nearly enough 
to make her scream. It took considerable force of will to keep herself from 
moving with the awkward, jerky, and poorly coordinated movements of a 
person in a panicked rush rather than merely a deliberate hurry. 

Laying a red-trimmed black leather corset on the floor beside Jack’s 
limp body, Cheri sweated, grunted, and cursed as she struggled to roll the 
heavy woman’s dead weight over. Cheri’s own massive bust seemed to be 
purposefully working against her, getting in the way and blocking her line 
of sight, but finally, Jack was rolled face down, the opened corset spread 
out under her. 

To open it so that Jack could be rolled onto it had necessitated 
unlacing the corset completely—and now, adrenaline pumping through her 
body, Cheri’s slender fingers trembled and shook, seemingly fighting her 
as she struggled to relace the heavy-duty cotton laces into the grommets 
lining the back of the corset. Finally succeeding at the task, Cheri grabbed 
both ends of the laces, planted one foot firmly in the middle of Jack’s back, 
and hauled away with every ounce of strength in both her arms and legs. 

As Cheri drew the corset painfully tight around Jack’s torso, the 
muscular black woman let out a soft, half-formed moan and began to stir 
weakly. 

Riding the ragged edge of panic as the woman beneath her slowly 
began throwing off the curtain of unconsciousness, Cheri dropped to her 
knees and tied off the tightly drawn laces. Grabbing a length of steel rebar 
taken from the garage, she worked it through one of the X-shaped lacings 
between supporting grommets until it was centered across Jack’s broad 
back. Grabbing two lengths of rope she’d already cut to the right length, 


she pulled the woman’s muscular arms back and hooked them behind the 
steel bar right at the elbow, locking her upper arms with the shoulders 
back. 

The woman resisted as Cheri tied the left arm into place . . . but 
only weakly, and Cheri sighed in relief as she quickly dumped some 
chemical gel into each of a pair of heavy-duty black rubber work gloves. 
She quickly yanked a glove onto each of Jack’s hands, securing them into 
place by drawing each built-in drawstring as tight as possible without cutting 
off her circulation, then skittered back down Jack’s body. Grabbing two 
more pieces of rope, she quickly tied an end around each knee, the length 
of the strong rope in between limiting how far she could move each leg, 
then repeated the process at Jack’s ankles. 

“What...the...fuck...?” Jack groaned, blinking in pain and 
confusion as she was rolled back onto her back. Barely aware of Cheri 
pulling a pair of shoes onto her feet, the dark-skinned woman instinctively 
began to reach up toward the sore spot on her head... 

. . only to find her arm pulled to a dead stop in a sort of angled L 
position as the forearm curled upward but the bar behind her back kept the 
upper arm from moving at all. 

“What the fuck?!” Jack demanded, stronger and considerably more 
vehemently. She tried to sit up—and failed as miserably at that task as she 
had at her attempt to reach her own head. The stiffness of the super-tight 
corset and the addition of the iron bar made generating enough force to do 
a “sit-up” impossible, and she couldn't use her secured arms to gain enough 
leverage to pull herself upright. 

“Dammit, Cheryl . . . you untie me and let me up, or I’m gonna 
fuck you up bad, bitch!” Jack shouted, struggling futilely against the bonds 
that held her. 

Cheri, for her part, ignored the threat completely. Incapacitated 
hand and foot, Jack could do little but flop around like a landed fish, and 
while it made finishing her task a little harder than working on a limp 
body, it wasn’t nearly enough to stop her. 

Aside from framed movie posters and other pieces of artwork, 
Mark’s décor had boasted a pair of life-sized white plastic masks—the 
famous matched pair, one laughing and one crying, that were supposed to 
represent the Comedy and Tragedy of theater. While she’d waited for the 
chemicals to finish rendering down, she’d fitted the Comedy mask with 
strings and crazy-glued a small, blue rubber band ball to the inside of the 
mask over the mouth hole. Now, very carefully, Cheri painted the ball and 
the inside of the lips with the thicker mixture, then the rest of the interior 
of the mask with the gel. 








She had to kneel on Jack, shins on Jack’s shoulders and knees bracing her 
head, in order to get the mask in place. Jack bucked and writhed beneath her, fighting, 
but Cheri had all the leverage, and no matter how tightly Jack ground her teeth together, 
there came a moment when all that physical effort compelled her straining lungs to try 
and take a long, deep breath in through the mouth to make up the oxygen shortfall— 
and then Cheri slammed the mask down, pushing the improvised ball gag into Jack’s 
mouth and the mask itself tightly against her face. She then tied it off and, with a final 
sigh of relief, stood up and looked down at the woman bucking and writhing on the 
floor, breathing heavily through the nose. 

Aside from the nostril holes, the only other openings in the mask were the eye 
holes—and through these holes Jack’s dark eyes glared promises of murder at the 
hugely buxom blonde looming over her helpless form. 

Cheri looked down at the muscular form tightly encased in blood-red spandex 
and black leather . . . and then ignored her completely and began to clean up. 

The astringent chemical taste filling her throat, strong fumes burning her sinuses, 
Jack struggled mightily. Slowly, painfully, she managed to get to her knees, and from 
there tried to get to her feet—but was immediately balked by the black patent leather 
pumps Cheri had put on her feet, which not only boasted a seven-inch-tall spiked 
metal heel, but an ankle strap that kept her from simply kicking them off. 

Jack continued to fight the restraints on her body, seeking a way to make good 
her vengeance upon the ridiculous top-heavy woman who’d done this to her... 

... and so it took several minutes for something to finally register. 

At first, the sensations themselves had no meaning. Though relatively rapid, 
the increased heft and bounce meant nothing, simply an increase in a sensation she’d 
subliminally expected to feel. The strength and intimidating nature of her body was 
not only a point of pride for Jack, but nearly a fetish, and she’d worked long and hard 
to make sure there wasn’t so much as an inch of it that wasn’t taut and toned—so 
before long, she realized that at least part of her anatomy had somehow developed a 
disturbing amount of jiggling, bouncing, bobbling freedom of movement. 

About the only completely unrestrained part of her body was her neck, and 
now she bent this to look down at herself. 

She refused to believe what her eyes were telling her—and there was just 
enough range of motion in her fettered arms for her hands to come up and verify 
tactilely what her eyes were reporting visually. 

A shocked heartbeat of immobility—and then Jack began to make desperate 
grunting noises around the ball filling her mouth, her head almost unconsciously 
whipping from side to side as she tried to deny what was happening to her. 

“Gee . . . I guess you noticed one of the chemical’s more obvious effects,” 
Cheri said in her brightest, bubbliest, most bimbo-like voice, allowing a huge, vapid 
smile to sit on her face. “You must be up to... what . . . at least a double D already?” 

Even through the improvised gag, the sound Jack made was obviously a groan, 
and the anger in her eyes was now warring with a desperate plea. 

“Perhaps now you'll believe me when I tell you there’s no scam, no plan, no 
score,” Cheri said, letting her voice go as cold and hard as its new, dulcet tones would 





allow. “It was a chemical accident that gave me my new figure... and 
that’s after a fairly limited exposure. You, on the other hand, are coated in 
a concentrated form of the chemical . . . and you’ll continue absorbing the 
chemical into your body right up until the very second that I have Mark, 
safe and sound, in my custody.” 

Jack once again lowered her head, staring down at her traitorous 
bust line—and, with horror, found she could actually see her breasts slowly 
pressing ever more firmly outward against the malleable material of the 
spandex cat suit. 

“Feel like taking me to Mark?” Cheri asked... 

... and Jack nodded so vehemently that it seemed her head was 
likely to fall right off her neck. 


Getting by through fear and intimidation, sure of the power of her 
own personality and physique, Jacquelyn Two-Horse had learned to 
occasionally be cautious, to sometimes temper her instincts, but she’d never 
really, truly felt afraid of anything in her life—until now. 

So much of her sense of self was tied up in her body, a body she 
considered to be the ultimate expression of true femininity—not freakish 
and overmuscled to cross the line into pseudo-masculinity like so many 
“butch feminists” might do, but certainly not the soft, weak, curvaceous 
form men had foisted off on society as the definition of beauty. Now, 
however, her own body was betraying her. Oh, it was Cheryl who’d 
“invited” it to do so—but it was her body itself that was changing, that 
was betraying her own vision of herself. Mark had bought Cheri a 
battered, old GMC pickup. It was a gas-guzzling monster, but it not only 
had plenty of room in the cab for Cheri’s top-heavy physique, it predated 
the shoulder strap on the safety belt. All in all, a vehicle a woman of Cheri’s 
stature could drive relatively comfortably—and as it hurtled over rough- 
patched secondary roads in the direction of town, Jack sat both belted and 
trussed up in the passenger’s seat, trying desperately to deal with what 
was happening to her. Minute after passing minute, her traitorous breasts, 
so long confined and contained, kept in taut conical firmness by hours of 
exercise, were bulging all the more obscenely outward, gaining firm yet 
infinitely softer mass as they betrayed every ideal of “functional” bust size 
Jack had ever held. In fact, they’d already outstripped any “useful” size, 
and while not yet as big as Cheri’s, they were each at least as large as a 
basketball . . . 

. . . tipped with previously docile nipples that seemed to have 
developed a sudden desire to outstrip their supporting mounds for the blue 


ribbon in rapid growth. 
THE END 


